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Captain O'Blunder, Mr KENNEDY, 
Tradewell, a Merchant, Mr SALMON. 
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B RAVE IRIS H M A N. 
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SCENE I. A Chamber, 
Enter Lucy and Betty. 


| Lovcy. 
2 *＋ $ not the marriage but the man we hate, 
'Tis there we reaſon and debate 

For, give us but the man we love, 
We're ſure the marriage to approve. 

Well, this barbarous will of parents is a great draws 
back on the inclinations of young people. 

Betty. Indeed, and ſo it is, Mem. For my part I'm 


no heireſs, and therefore at my own diſpoſal; and if I - 


was under the reſtraint of the act, and kept from men, 
I would run to feed, and ſo I would - But la ! Mem, I 
had forgot to acquaint you, I verily believes that I ſaw 
Four Iriſh lover the captain; and 1 conceits it was he, 
and no other, ſo 1 do;---and I ſaw him go into the blew 
poſtices, ſo I did. 

Lucy, My Iriſh lover, Miſs Pert ! I never ſo much as 
ſaw his face in all my born days, but I hear he's a range 
animal of a brute.---Pray had he his wings on? 1 ſups 
poſe they ſav'd him his paſſage. 

Betty. Oh! Mem, you miſtakes the Iriſhwen; I am 
told they are as gentle as doves to our ſex, with as muck 
politeneſs and ſincerity as if born in our own country. 

Enter Cheatwell. 

Cheat. Miſs ! your moſt humble and obedient---I come 
to acquaint you of our danger : Our common enemy is 
juſt imported hither, and is enquiring for your father's 


houſe thro” every ſtreet.- The lriſh captain, in ſhort, is 


come to London. Such a figure! and fo attended by the 
rabble !--- 

Lucy. I long to ſee him; and Iriſhmen, I hear, are 
not ſo deſpicable; beſides the captain may be miſrepre- 
ſented. (Afide.) Well, you knuw .my father's deſign 
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4 Captain Oblunder : or, 


is to have as many ſuitors as he can, in order to have *4 


choice of them all. 

Cheat. I have nothing but your profeſſions and fin» 

<erity to depend on. O here's my truſty Mercury. 
Enter Sconce. 
Well Sconce, have you dogged the captain ? 

Sconce. Yes, yes; I left him ſnug at the blew poſts, 
devouring a large diſh of potatoes, and half a ſurloin of 
beef, for his breakfaſt. He's juſt pat to our purpoſe, ea- 
fily humm'd, as ſimple, and as undeſigning as we would 
have him. Well, and what do you propoſe? . 

Cheat. Propoſe, Why to drive him back to his native 
bogs as faſt as poſſible. 


Lucy, Oh! Mr. Cheatly---Pray let's have a ſight of 


the creter? 
Cheat. Oh! female curioſity. 3 hy child, he'd fright- 
en thee ;---he's above ſix feet high. 
8 A great huge back and ſhoulders,-- wears A 
great long ſword, which he calls his fweet-/ips, 
Lucy. 1 hear the Iriſh are naturally brave. 


Sconce. And oarries a large oaken ge, which he 


calls his Hhillela. 
Lacy. Which he can make uſe of on 1 occaſions, I ſup- 
Poſe. (Alde.) 


Sconce. Add to this a great pair of jack- boots, a 


Cumberland pinch to his hat, an old red coat, and 3 | 


damn'd potatoe face. 
Lucy. He muſt be worth ſeeing truly, x 
Cheat. Well, my dear girl, be conſtant, with me | nes 


res, for 1 ſhall ſo hum, ſo roaſt, and ſo banter this ſame 
4riſh captain, -that-he'll ſcarce with himſelf in London a. 


Bain theſe ſeven years to come. 
-Luty. About it.-Adieu.---I1 hear my father. 
| | [Exeunt ſeverally. 


S CEN E. II. A Spreet. 
Enter Captain O' Blunder, and Serjeant. 
CAPTAIN. 
H O' [avill by dying, 
For Captain Obrion, 
Vi the county of Kerry. 
Tl, T would be ſad, 
H1.he very glad, 
That you will be merry. 
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The Brave Iriſhman. 


Vpon my ſhoul, this London is a pretty ſort of a plaſh 
enough. And ſo you tells me Cherjeant, that Terence 
M*Gloodtery keeps a goon. 

Serj. Leſs, Sir. 

Capt. Monomundioul ! but when I go back to fre- 


land, if 1 catches any of theſe ſpalpeen brats keeping a 


. to deſtroy the ſhentleman's creation, but 1 will 
ave em ſhot ſtone dead firſt, and phipt thorow the re- 


Ziment afterwards. 


Serj. Lou mean that they ſhall be whipped firſt, and 
then ſhot. 

Capt. Well, iſti'nt it the ſame thing? phat the devil 
magnifies that? 'tis but phipping and ſhooting all the 
time; tis the ſame thing in the end ſure, after all your 
cunning ;---but ſtill you'll be a wiſeacre ---Monomun- 
dioul, there ithn't one of theſe ſpalpeens that has a cab- 


bin upon a mountain, with a bit of a potatoe garden at 


the back of it, but will be keeping a goon: but that 
damn'd M'Goodtery is an-old pocher, he thoots all the 
rabbits in the country to Rock his own burrough with. 


_ ---But Cherjeant, don't you think he'll have a fine time 


on't that comes after me to Ballyſhawns Duff, 
Ser. Why Sir? 


Capt. Why, don't you remember that I left an * hs 


hogſhead half full of oats there? 


Serj. You mean, Sir, that you left it half full, and 
It is empty by this time. 


Capt. Phat magnifies that, you fool? *tis all the ſame _ 
thing, ſure. But d'ye hear, Cherjeant, ſtop and enquire | 


for Mr Tradwell's the merchant, --- at the ſign of the 
---Oh! cangrane, that's not it, but it was next door,--- 


Arrah, go aik phat ſign my couſin Tradwell gy at next 


Coor to it? 
Enter A mob, who flare und laugh at him, 

1ſt Mob. Twig his boots. | 

2d Mob. Smoke his ſword, &c. &c. | 

Capt. Well, you ſcoundrls, you ſons of whores, did 
you never ſee an lriſh ſhentleman before? 

Enter Sconce, 

Sconce. O fy, gentlemen ! aye you not aſham'd to 
mock a ſtranger after this rude manner ? 

(Capt. This is a ſhivil ſhort. of a little fellow enough, 


IL Lide. 


6 ' Captain © Blunder : or, : : 

Sconce. If he is an Iriſhman, you may ſee by his dreſs 
and behaviour that he is a gentleman. | Y 

Capt. Yeſh, you ſhons of whores, don't you ſee by my 
dreſs that I am a fhentleman ? And if I have not better 
clothes on now, phat magnifies that? ſure I can have 
them on to-morrow. By my ſhoul, if I take my fſhillela 
to you I'll make you ſkip like dead a ſalmon. 

| Sconce. Oh for ſhame, gentlemen, go about your bu- 


ſme; the firſt man that offers an inſult to him, I ſhall 


take it as an affront to myſelf, _ (Mob exeunt, 

Capt. (To Sconce.) Shir, your humble ſharvant, you 
ſeem to be a ſhivil mannerly kind of a ſhentleman, and 
-I-thall be glad to be gratified with your nearer acquaint- 
ance. | | (Salute. 

Sconce. Pray, Sir, what part of England are you 

from? 

Capt. The devil a part of England am I from, my 

dear, I am an Iriſhman. | 

Sconce, An Iriſhman ! Sir, I ſhould not ſuſpect that, 
you have not the leaſt bit of the brogue about you. 

Capt. Brogue ! no, my dear, lalways wear ſhoes, on- 
ly now and then when lhave boots on. 
Enter Cheatwell. 

Cheat. Captain O'Blunder ! Sir, you're extremely wel- 
come to Lendon ;---Sir I'm your moſt ſincere friend, and 
devoted humble ſervant.--- 

Capt. Ara then! how well every body knows me in Lon- 
don; to be ſure they have read of my name in the news- 
papers, and they know my faaſh ever ſince,---Shir I'm 
your moſt engaging converſation. (Salute. 

Cheat. And captain, tell us how long are you arrived? 

Capt. Upon my ſhoul I am juſt now come into London. 

Cheat. 1 hope you had a good paſſage. 

Capt. Paſſage d'ye call it? devil ſplit it for a paſſage. 
By my ſhoul, my own bones are ſhore after it. We were 

on the devil's own turnpike for eight and forty hours; to 
be ſure we were all in a comical pickle. --1'll tell you my 
dear, we was brought down from Rings-end in the little 
young ſhip to the pooipheg, and then put into the great 
ſhip, the Horſe ;---ay, ay,---the Race-horſe they call'd it, 
but 1 believe my dear, it was the devil's own poſt horſe; 
for 1 was no ſooner got into the little room down:ſtaus, 


5 The Brave Iriſbman. : 7 
by the corner of the hill of Hoath, but I was taken with 


ſach a head-ach in my ſtomach, that I thought my guts 


would come out upon the floor; ſo my dear, I call'd out 
to the landlord, the captain they call him, to ſtop the 


_ thip, while I did die, and fay my prayers; ſo my dear 


there was a great noiſe above, I ran up to ſee phat was 
the matter ;----Oh hone! my dear, in one minute'e time 
there wasn't a ſheet or blanket, but phat was haul'd up 
to the top of the houſe :---Oh ! kingraun, ſays I, turn her 
about and let us go home again; but my dear he took 
no more notice of me; than if 1 was one of the ſpalpeens 
below in the cellar going over to reap the harveſt. 
* CHeat, No captain !---the unmannerly fellow. And what 

brought you to London Captain ? 

Capt. Fait my dear jewel, the ſtage coach; I ſail'd in 
it from Cheſter. | | 

Cheat, I mean what buſineſs ? | 

Capt. How damn'd inquiſitive they are here! but I'll 
be as cunning as no man alive. ( A/ide ) By my ſhoul my 


jewel I am going over to Wirginny to beat the French, 
ave driven our countrymen out of their 


---they ſay they 
plantations; by my ſhoul, my jewel, if our troops get 
vonſe among them, we'll} cut them all in pieces, and then 
bring them over priſoners of war beſides. | 

Cheat. Indeed, captain, you are come upon an honour- 
able expedition---but pray how is the old gentleman your 
father, I hope you left him in good health? 


Capt. Oh! by my ſhoul, he's very well, joy; ſor he's | 


dead and buried theſe ten years, 
Cheat And the old gentleman your uncle? 


Capt. ] don't believe you mean that uncle, for I never 
had one, 


Cheat. No! I'm ſure--- | 
Capt. O I'll tell you who you mean; you mean my 


Chiſter's huſband, you fool you, that's my brother-in-law. - 


Cheat. Ay a handſome---man---as proper a man- 

Capt. Ha, ha, a handſome man; ay, for he's adamn'd 
crooked fellow; he's bandy ſhoulder'd, and has a hump 
on his noſe, and a pair-of huckle backs upon his ſhins, 
if you call that handſome, ha, ha. 1 

Cheat. And pray is that merry joking gentleman alive 
M:11;--he that us'd-to-make us laugh ſo,---Mr--Mr--- A.-- 


——— — 
£4 


* | Captain O'Blunter : vr, 

Capt. Pugh I'll teil you who you mean, you mean 
Scheela Shagneſly's huſband the parſon. = 
(beat. The very fame, 

Capt. Oh! my dear jewel, he's as merry as he never, 
was in his life, tho' he's not very wile, phin l'm by, he's 
ſometimes pretty ſmart upon me with his bumbuggs---- 
but 1 told him, at laſt, before captain Flaharry, Miſs 
Mulſinin, and Miſs Owney Glaſmagonogh,---Hark ye, 
Mr parſon, ſays I, By my ſhoul you have no more wit 
than a gooſe. Oh! hone, he was ſtruck at that, my 
dear, and hadn't a word in his cheek. Ara, my jewel, 
I'll tell you the whole ſtory, we took a walk together, it 
was a fine calm morning, conſidering the wind was very 
high, ſo my dear, the wind 'twas in our backs going, 
but by my ſhoul as we came back, twas in our faaſh com- 


ing home, and yet I could never perſuade him that the 
wind was turn'd. - 


Cheat. Oh! the fool. 
Capt. Ara, ſo 1 told him, my jewel, Pugh! you great 
daf. ſays I, If the wind blows in your back going, and 
blows in your faaſh coming, ſure the wind is turn'd. 
No if I was to preach, and to preach till laſt Patrick's day 
in the morning, I could not diſſuade him that the wind 
was turn d. | | 
Cheat. He had not common ſenſe.--- | 


. 


Well and does the old church ſtand where it did? 


Capt. The old church---the devil a church 1 remem- 
ber within ten miles of us--- 

Cheat. I'm ſure there was an old building like 2 
church, or caſtle,--- 

Capt. Phoo, my jewel, I know what you call a church; 
---by my ſhoul 'tis old lame Will Hurly's mill you mean 
the devil a church.---Indeed they ſay mals in it ſome- 
times. Here Terence, go to that ſon of a . whore of a 
taylor, and ſee whether my clothes be done or no. 

| Exit Terence. 

Cheat. Sure I ſhould know that ſerjeant of your's, his 
name is- ; 

Capt. Wiſeacre, my dear! he's the beſt recruiting 
ſerjeant in all Ireland; and my dear, he underſtands rid- 
ing as well as no man alive; he was manured to it from 
his cradle; I brought him over to ſee if I could get x 


rch; 
nean 
ome- 
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„ his 
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preferment for him at all: if I could get him now to be 


riding maſter to a regimentof marines, he would be very 


well; for i gave him a word of advice myſelf, Hark ye, 
Terence, ſays I. 9 


Cheat. Terence ! | 

Capt. Ay, that's his name.---Hark ye, Terenee, ſays 
I, you have a long time lain under the computation. af 
being a papiſt, and if ever you come into the field of bat- 


tle, it will be incumbered-upon you, to ſtigmatize your- 


ſelf like a gentleman: and 1 warrant, let him alone, I'll 
warrant he plays his part, if once they come to dry 
blows. : | 

Enter Sconce with Monſieur Ragon. (Talk apart ) 

Sconce. Conſider Monſieur, he's your rival, and is 
_ purely and with an intent to rob you of your miſ- 
treſs. 

Monſ. Is he! le fripon- le grand fripon ! parblieu, 
me no indure dat !---icy Vepee---vat you call, - ni 
fword---eſt bien aſſure ·ͥᷣ me no ſuffer dat. 

Sconce. And he's the greateſt of all cowards; -- though 
he carries that great ſwaggering broad- ſword-· believe 
me Monſieur, he would not fight a cat---he'd run away 


if you. drew upon him. 


Menſ. F tes vous bien aſſure, are you well aſſur d, mon 
ami, dat he be de grand coward,---ch bien vel ten- 
E vill have his blood---my heart go pit · a- pat ¶ Aide.) 
Je n'ay pas le courage; I have not de good courage. 

Sconce. Tut man, only affront him - go up to him. 

Monſ. Me ſall ſhew him de bon addrets---helas-+- 


Coels up tothe captain. ) Monſieur le capitaine, vous e'tes,. 


le grand fripon.---- 

Capt. Well, gelun a gud, have you any [riſk ? 

Monſ. lreland | me be no ſuch outlandiſh contre; you 
ſmell of de potat oe. | | | 

Capt. Do 1!—by. my ſhoul 1 did not taaſht a pratty 
fince 1 left Ireland : may be he has a mind to put the 
front upon me. (To Cheatwel 

Cheat. It looks like it; very like it, captain. | 

Capt. Fait, my jewel, I don't know a more peaceable 
companion than ſweetlips here; ( putting his hand ts his 
'favord. ) But if he's provok'd he's no flouch at it;---do. 
you mean to front me, you French boogre ?---ch--- 


10 | Captain 0' Blunder : or, 


© Monſ. Aﬀront---you be de teague, de vile Iriſhman 
de potato face me no think it vort my while to no- 
tice you, allez vous en---get you gone, Sir, - go about 
your buſineſs,---go to your own hotontot contre. 

Capt. Hot and trot | oh ho! are you there? take that, 
you French ſon of a whore. (Gives him @ box in the 
ear, ) Here, my dear, take my fhillela. 

| (Gives his cudgel to Cheatwell. 
Sconce. Draw, for he won't fight. (Alde to the 
, [ Frenchman. 

Monſ. He be de terrible countenance,---he be fort en- 
rage deviliſh angry: Ala, Monſieur, me demand ſatif. 
faction. ( Dranvs. 

Capt. Come on, you ſoup maigre; ( They fight, Mon- 
feur falls. after that you are eafy ;---who ſmells of prat- 
ties now, you refugee ſon of a whore ?---affront an Iriſh 
ſhentleman! ah, long life to my little ſweetlips, it never 
mils'd fire yet. 

Sconce, The man is dead. 


Capt. Is he !---phat magnifies that !---I kill'd him in 


the tair duelling way. 

Cheat But, captain, 'tis death by the law to duel In 
England; and this is not a ſafe place for you.---I'm 
heartily ſorry for this accident. 

Capt. Ara, my jewel, they don't mine it in Ireland one 
trawneen. 


Cheat. Come, captain, faze's the word---the ſtreet will 


be foon alarin'd,---you can come to my houſe till the. 
danger's over, and 1 will get you bail. 
Capt. By my ſhoul, I believe 'tis the beſt wa, for fear 
of the boners. So fare- well, Mr Shatisfacts. 
n Cheatly and captain. 
Sconce, Are you dead, Monſieur ? 
Manſ. Ay, quite dead, quite run thro' de body, be- 
gar, dead as a door nail. 
Sconce, Why, you have no wound, you are not hurt. 
Monſ. am I not hurt, do you fay ?---begar 1 am gald 
he be gone; parblieu, il avoit de long rapier- he be de 
terrible cena; tis vell me fall in time, or he make 
me fall le dat me never reſufeiter, never get up again. 
Get you into my ſcabbard, and if ever I draw you «g:n, 
may de horſe pond be my portion; may I be drown'd in 


ſony 


3 The. } Iriſpmas, BE 11 
ſoup. OW Come, Monſieur, come along, Sir. 
| 115 LEveunt.” 
SCENE ut. 4 Mad-hoofe. | 
E ner Captain and Cheatly; 
—_— is my. houſe; I'll go and get proper 


things for your accommog2ti ien; but you ; 


had beſt give me your, ford, for fear of ſuſpicion. * 


[Takes, his fword and cudgel. [Exits 


Capt. Ay, and take ſhillela too for fear of uſpicion. 


(Sings) O all the fit. in the fea, 
Herring is ling Hugger menainy,. 5. 


7 Lo about. Fait my couſin's houſe is a; brave large | 


place ; tis ſo big as à little town in Ireland,*--tho' tis 
not ſo. very well-furniſhed---but 1 ſuppoſe. the maid was, 


cleaning out the rooms ;---ſo---who are theſe now ?--- 


ſome acquaintances of my couſin's, 1-ſuppoſe: 
| Enter Dr Clyſter and Dr Gallypot. _ 
[ Both falute the Captain. 


Capt. shentlemens, being my friend's friend, 1 am 


your moſt humble ſharvant; — but where's my couſin? 
Clyſter. His couſin! what does he mean? 


Gally.. What ſhould a madman. men! he's very far 


One. 


Capt. No, my dear, he's only gone es ſee whether the. | 


fellow be dead that I kilt juſt now, 
Gally. Sir, we come to treat you in a regular manner: 
Capt. O dear ſhentlemen, tis too much trouble, ou 


netd not be over regular, a ſingle joint of meat, and a 


good glaſs of ale will be very good treat, without any 


needleſs expence. 


* Do you mind that ſyraptor,—the canine appe- 


w Nine appetites, —n6. my jewel; 1 have an appe- 
tite like other petit A. COU 5 pounds will —_ 
if was ever ſo hungry; — phat the devil do yow talk of 
nine appetites do they think I'm a eat, that have as many 
ſtomachs as lives. LA 

To He looks à litite wild, brothes. - 

Capt. Phat age you, brothers.? & 
BR: 


A hed a on; SER 


r 
N 
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18 Captain O'Blunder : er; 
Beth. Pray Sir, be feated, we ſhall examine methodi- 
cally into your caſe; 


. They fut—the Captain in the middle—They feel his pulſe; 


—he flares at them. 

Capt. Phatthe devil doyou mean by taking tne by the 
wriſts? May be tis the faſhion of compliment in Lon- 
don. 

Gally. Firſt brother let us examine the ſymptoms. 

Cet. By my ſhoul, the fellows are fools; 

Ch. Pray Sir, how do For reſt? 

Capt. In a good feather- bed, my jewel, —and Hoke: 
times I take a nap in an arm-chair, 

Cly/t. But de you ſleep ſound? | ; 

Capt. Fait, my dear, I ſnore all night; and when I. 


awake in the morning 1 find myſelf faſt aſleep. 


Gally. The cerebrum, or cerebellum is affected. 

Capt. The devil a Sir Abram or Bell either 1 mind. 

-Gally, How do you eat? 

Capt. With my mouth. how the devil ſhould I eat, 
d'ye think? | 

Cut. Pray, Sir, have: you a good ſtomach ? dye eat 
heartily? 

Capt. Oh! my dear, I am no ſlouch at that, tho' a 
clumſy beef - ſtake, or the leg and arm of a turkey, with 
a griſkin under the oxter, would ſerve my turn. 

Gally. Do you generally drink much? 

Capt. Oh! my jewel, a couple of quarts of ale and 


porter would not choke me; but phat the devil magnifies - 


ſs many queſtions. about eating, and drinking If you 


have a mind to order any thing, do it as ſoon as you can, 


for I am almoſt famiſli'd. 


Cly/.,1 am for treating him regularly; metbodically, 


and ſecundum artem. 

Capt. Secundum fartem,—1 don't ſee any. thing. of 
treating at all. Ara, my jewels, ſend for a clumſy beef 
ſtake, and don't trouble yourſelves abeut my ſtomach. 


CAſt. I ſhall give you my; opinion cencerniag this caſe;. 


brother, Galen ſays, 
Capt. Well, Gelun agud*? 


Che. 1 ſay that Galen is of opinion, that in all adu 


complexions, - 
Capt. Well, and who the devil has a duſty, complex. 
don? 
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Ch. & little patience, Sir. | 


Capt. I think | have a great deal of patience, that peo- 
ple can't eat a morſe] without ſo many impertinent.que- 
tions. | | Toe big. 
Chi. Qui habet vultum aduſtum, 

Habet caninum guſtum. = | 

Capt. I'm fure tis a damn'd ugly cuſtom. to keep a man 

falling ſo long after pretending to treat him, 

Gally. Ay brother, but Hypocrates differs from Galen 

in this ca. | „ 

Capt. Well, but my jewels, let chere. be no difference 
nor falling out between brothers about me, for a ſmall 
matter will therve my turn. | 5 bt 

Cly/t. Sir, you break the thread of our diſcourſe ; 1 
was oblerving. that in-gloomy. opaque habits. the rigidity 

of the ſolids, cauſes a - continual friction in the- fluids, 
which, by being conitantly impeded, grow thick and glu - 
tinous, by which means they cannot enter the capillary 
veſſels, nor the ocher finer ramifications of the nerves, 

Gally. Then brother, from your poſition, it will bz de- 

ducible, that the primae vine are firit to ha dlear'd, which 
Du be egen oy irequent emetics, 
CM.. Sudorifies. | 


+ 


Gally. Cathartics, | 9 
Ch. Pneumatics. | ED 
Gally, Reſtoratives, 4 


- Clyft, Corrofives, 
Gally. Narcotics. 
. Cephalics. 
Gally, Pectorals. We: 
Alc S ies. Bs 
Gully. Specifics, 
C!y/t. Caultias. 
Capt. I ſuppoſe theſe are ſome of the diſhes they are to 
treat me with ; how naturally they anſwer to one ano- 
. ther, like the pariſh minilter and the clerk. —By my ſhoul, 
jewels, this gibberiſh will never fill a man's belly: 
| Chy/?, And thus to. ſpeak ſummatim, and articulatim, 


1 or categorically, to recapitulate the ſeveral remedies in 

the aggregate, the emetics will clear the firſt paſſages, 

- aud reitore the viſcera to their priſtine tone, and regulate 
| 2B. 2 N * "2 


4 L  - - :-" a 

their periſtaltic or 'vermicular motion; ſo that from the 
- oeſophagus to the rectum, I am for pdtent emetics. 
©*Gally. And next for fudorifics, as they open the pores, 
vr rather the porous centinuity of the cutaneous derm 
and epidermis, thence to convey the noxious and melan- 
-choly humours of the blood.” © © oo 

Clyt. With cathartics to purge him. 

Gally. Pneumatics to ſcourge him, 

 Clyt. Narcotics to doze him. 

Gally. Cephalics to poſe him. f 3 
Capt. The devil of ſo many diſhes 1 ever heard of in 
my life; why, my jewels, there's no need for all this 
- cookery ; · upon my ſhoul this is to be a grand enter- 
tainment.— Well they'll have their own way: 
CHN. Suppoſe we uſe phtebotomy, and take from him 
w 

' Capt, Flea my bottom, d'ye ſay ? 

'Gally. Or, brother, re we uſe a clyſter. Y 

Capt. Upon my ſhoul I fihd now how it is; I was invit- 
ed here to a feaſt, but it is like to be the backward 
J ⁰·¾ bo al reg ene 


8 8 --1! «ha keeners, 
42 ty Nis xyes — LU 10. 2 


| Doctors call, and enter keepers with chains, 
Capt. Flea my bottom, Oh! my andrefarara and fhil- 
lela, | want you now,—but here's a chair ;—flea my bot- 
tom, ye ſons of whores, — ye gibberith ſcoundrels. 
(Takes up a chair, knocks one of the keepers down, 


[ dodtars run of.) 


Capt. Oh! this ſon of a whore of a coufin of mine, do 
bring me to theſe thieves toflea my botton, if I meet him, 
I'Il flea. his. bottom. | | TE xit. 


s C EME w. A Street. 


"I Enter Serjeant. 

Serj. * been ſeeking my maſter every where, and 
1 cannot find him; I hope notbing has happen- 

ed to him: I think that Was one of the gentlemen I faw 
with him. 55 
Enter Sconce. 

Serj. Sir, Sir, pray did you fee the captain, my maſ- 
ter? Captain O'Blunder,. the Iriſh gentleman, 
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Sconce. Not I indeed, my friend; — I left him laſt with 


Mr Cheatwell,—l ſuppoſe they are taking a bottle toge- 


ther; — Oh! no! here's the captain! 


Enter the Captain: running. 


Capt. Oh! my dear friend, I had like to be loſt, to bo 


ruinated by that ſcoundrel my couſin; 1 ran away with 


my life from the thieves; but take care there is no doctor 
or clyſter - pipes, nor devil drums, among Je. 
Scnce. Why, what's the matter! 

Capt. That's the thing, my dear ;—you know you left 
me at my couſin's houſe.— Well I walk'd about for ſome 
time, to be ſure I thought it an odd ſort of a houſe, when 
Ft ſaw no-furniture ;—there I expected my coufin every 
moment;- and. my dear jewel, there came in two birdlime 
ſovs of whores, with great wigs,—they look'd like con- 
jurers and fortune-tellers; — ſo my dear, one ſhits down 
on this ſide of me, and Vothep ſhits down on this ſide 


of me, and I being the turd perſon, they made me ſhit 
down in the meddle; ſo one takes hold one of my wriſts, 


and the other catches hold of my other wriſt, 1 thought 


by way of eompliment; then they fell a ehattering gibber- 


— 


ich, like a couple ef old baboons, and all this diſcourſe was 
concherning me; they talk'd at firſt of treating me, and 
aſk d if 1 had a good ſtomach.— One of them ſaid 1 had 


nine appetites, but at length, my jewels, what ſhould 


eome of the treat, but they agreed before my faaſh tc 
flea my bottom. — Oh !—if I tell you a word of a fie, 1 
am not here—my dear, they eall'd in the keepers to tie 
me—l1 up with the chair, for I had given my ſhillela and 
my andrefarara to my coufin—1 knock'd one of thent 


. down on his tonneen, and runs out, and they after, cry- 
ing out to the people in the ſtreet, ſtop the madman, ſtop 


the madman. Oh! hone, my jewel, the people took no 


notice of them, but run away from me, as if the devil 
bad been in the inſide of them, and fo I made my eſcape, 


and here Il. am, my dear, and am very glad 1 have foupd 


you my dear friend, 


but Chargeant, 4 mult go to ſce my couſin rade well, 


Sconce. | am ſorry to ſee that your couſin has behaved 
ſo rudely towards -you ;. but any thing that lies in my 


power, — 


Capt.—Oh ! Sir, you are a very worthy ſhentleman 


16 Captain land r, 
: the merchant, and his fair daughter — Has the taylor 
brought home my clothes? 

Serj. Yels, Sir, and che old gentleman expects you im · 
-mediately ; he ſent a man in hvery for you. 

apt. Come my good friend, I won't part with you, — 
{I'll Gep-to my lodgings and flip on my cloaths, — that᷑ I 
may pay my due regards 40 my Milivels, [Exram. 


"SCENE V. 4 Mad Houſe. 


Enter Cheatwell, Clyſter and Gallypot. 
Cheat. 1 Am ſorry for this accident, 

Chi. in troth. Mr Cheatwell, he was the 
woſt furious madman that I. ever met with, during the 
Whole .courſe of my practice. 

Gallz. I am now ſurpris'd how he ſat ſo long quiet. 
(beat, He'll run riot about the ſtreets; but 1 hope 
the'll be taken. —Oh ! here's Sconce. 
Enter Sconce. 
Well what news of the captain? 
Sconce.” I juſt ran to let you know of his motions ; he 
is Preparing to dreſs, ig order to pay a viſit to Miſs Lucey, 
- and to pay his reſpects to Trade well but I have worle 


es fer- yon, tis Whiſper d upon Change, that Trade- 
Well is breke. 


. Cheat. If it ſhould fall out ſo, 1 ſhall eaſily reſign my 


| *Pretenſions to the captain. Twas Lucy's purſe, and not 
3 her beauty that I courted. 


Sconce, I muſt run back to the captain, and*keep in 
"with, him, to ſerve a turn; do you at a diſtance watch 
«ws, and proceed accordingly. | [Ext. 

Cheat. Well gentleman, I. ſhall take care to acknowlege 
your trouble, the-firſt time 1 ſee you again; ſo adieu. 


(Exit.) (Doctors Exeunt. ] 
$\C-EN E vi. The Captain's Lodgings. 


Enter Captain aud Serjeant. 
Apt. A R 4, but who do yon think I met yeſterday 


full but in the 2 but Teady Shaghnaſſy; 
Serj. Well, and how is he? 


Capt. Ara, ſtaay, and l' tell you; he waſn at t oder 
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Aqae of the way, and when i came up, it was not him 
But / tell me, doſh my new regimentajs become me? 
1 Serj. Yes, indeed, Sir, I think they do. 
Capt. This pocket is ſa high, 1 molt be forced c Roog 
— for my ſnuff box. 
1 Enter Sconce. + 
ü. ö Sende. Ha ! upon my word captain, you lock as ſpruce 
- 85 2 young bridegroom. 
Capt. All in good time; and doſh it thit eaſy ? 
Sconce. Eaſy Sir! it fits you like a ſhire. | 
Capt. | tink tis a little too wide here in the ſleeve; 
I'm affraid the fellow hasn't left cloath enough to take 


he it in; tho'1 can't blame him neither, for fait I was not 
he by when he. took. meaſure of me. Chergeant, here, take 
this ſixpence- halfpenny, and buy me a pair of phite 
loves. 
pe 1 Serj. Sir, I have been all about che town, and cant 
get 2 pair under two ſhillings. 
Capt. Two tirteens ? 
Serj, To tirteens, Sir, 
he Capt. Two tirteens for a pair of gloves ! | 
1CY monomundioul; but my hands {ball go bare · foot all the 
orſe days of their lives before 1'l give two tirteens for a pair 
ade- of gloves---Came,: come * go withaut em, my 
| miſtreſs will excuſe it.  (Exeurt. 
w | 
12 SCENE VU. Tradewell's Houſe, 
ep in 8 Enter Tradewell and Lucy. / 
yatch Tradewell. 
Exit. 3 N JE LL, daughter, I have been examining; into Abe 
wlege circumſtances of Cheatwell, and. find he is not oF 
adieu. worth ſixpence; and as for your French lover, he is A, 
wit.) ſome runaway dancing maſter, or hair cutter from Paris; 
fo that really amongſt them all, I eannot find any one g 
comes up to your trilh. lover, * for birth, fortune, 
or character. N 
Lucy. Sir, you are the beſt judge in dispoſing of me; 
terday and indeed I have no real tender for any of them ;---as 
nafly.; to the 4rith captain, - l have not feen him yet. 


Tra. You'll ſee him preſently. ;. 1 ſent to his lodgings, 


toder 2 expect him every moment -h! here comes Mon- 
: eur, 


. that---but theſe letters will better inſorm you. 


18 Captain 'O'Blunder :- 


Enter Monſieur. 33 | 

Tra. Well, Monſieur, 1 have been trying my daugh- 
ter's affections in regard to you, and as -ſhe-is willing to 
be guided by me in chis affair, I would willingly know 
by what viſibly means, you intend to maintain her like 
a gentlewoman. 

Monſ. Me have de grand acquaintance with the beau 
monde; and, fi vous plaira, if you fal pleaſe, Sir, to do 
me de honour of making me your ſon-in-law, me vill 
tran ia& your negotiations vid all Poſſible care, et belle 
air. 


Enter Captain and Betty. 

Tra. You are welcome, Sir, to my-houle,---this is my 
daughter- this, child, is captain O'Blunder, whom [ 
hope you wil! receive as he delerves. 

Capt. Faireſt of creatures, will you gratify me with. a . 
taſte of your ſweet delicate lips? (Kiſſes her) By my ſhoul 
a neat creature, and a good bagooragh girl; ſhe's as 
fair as an image in Leſſip, Egypt 1 mean ;--- phat's here! 
the little fellow that I kilt juſt now! yu wy * | have 
a pratty ready for him now. 

Monſ. Oh! Vdiable---be ſpy me now -me better 80 
off vile I am vell. 

Capt. (Goes up to Monſicur.) 1 tonght, Monſieur Ragou, 
that you were ded: do I ſinell of the pratty now, you 
ſoup maigre ſon of a French boogre ? 

Tra. The captain has a mind to be merry with the 
Frenchman. 

Capt. By my ſhoul, my Jew I have got a —_ for 
you now: here eat 1t.--- Eat this, 

Monſ. Oh! pardonez ws pardon Sir, 1 cannot; by 

ar. 

« Capt. Och ho! come out then my- little ſweetlips. 
(Praws ) Fat that pratty this minute, or I'll run my 
word up through your leg, and through- your arms, 


and ſpit you up, and roalt you like a gooſe, you tawny 


ſaced ſon of a whore; ſure 'tis better than your garlic 


and ingyons in France. S ; (Frenchman eats it. 


Enter a ſervant to Tradewell. 
22” ai Oh! Sir, --- there are certain accounts come, 


Lui. 
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Tra. (Reads) O capagin, | am ruin! ; — —— 


broke. 

a- Hu. 35 roke ! What have you broke? 
to | h! il my fortune :s d am not RR 
of | atore 9 be Fe q A 
0 en me e our ---- me have no 

| dealings with beggars; Re ac many £ de beggar 
0 in my own contre; ſo me better lip avay in goad time; 
do votre ſeryiteur,---ſeryant, Sir. [Exir. 


1 Capt. March, march, you; ſon of a whore : Art, 8 
E . out- 

Tra. Now, Captaip, ＋ ſee I have not conceal'd my 
misfortune from you, ſo you are at liberty to chooſe 2 


ny happier wife, for my poor child is miſerable. 
1 -Gapt. 1 thought. your ribs was broke, 1 am no ſur- 
geon ; but if tis only a little money that broke you, give 
2, me this lady's lilly white hand, and I'll take her 255 
ul -naked, without a penny of money ip her pocket, but 
as the cloaths upon her back,---and as far as a good eſtate 
* in land and Rock will go, I ſhall ſhare it with her, - and 
we: with yourlelf,---Ara, never mind the thieves, my jewel, 


I'll break their necks, before they ſhall break your little 


0 
5 ringer. Come, IU give yd a eng ot wy own yours 
u, ſition. 
ou : I : 'O N G. 
he W. Herever Pm going, and all the day long, 

| Abread or at hame, or alone in a throng, 
we 1 find that my faſſion's ſo lively and flrong, 
That your name while I in filent, ſtill runs in my ſong, 
by " Bath namony, he ro, Cc. 
II. 

ps. Since the firſt time I ſaw yau, [take no repoſe, 
my 'T fleep all the day, to forget half my woes ; 
ns, So ſtrong is the flame in my boſom that glows, 
ny By St Patrick, 1 /ear it will burn thro" my clathes. 
lic Ball;namony, ho ro, Cc. 
'#. 111. 

| By my ſhoul I'm affraid, 1 die in my grave, 
ne, Valaſs you'll comply, and poor Phelim will ſave ;_ 

Then grant the petition your lover doth crave, 

x/t. Who never was free, till qau made him your ſlave, 


3 hare, Cc. 


„% abe ee fy, 


Ww. ä f 
On that happy day, when I made you my bride, . 


With a ſwinging long fword, how Ill rut and I'll ftride 


In accoach and fix hotſe:, with honey Jil ride, 


As before you I wall to the church by your ſide. 


Ball namony, ho ro, &c. 
"Ten Enter Cheatwell. 
(beat. Gentlemen, I beg pardon for this intruſion. 
Capt. He! phat's here ! my friendly codfin, that bid 
the old conjurer flea my bottom. K 
Cheat. Sir, I beg your pardon in particular, and hope 
you'll grant me it. Nothing but neceſſity was the caule 


of my-ungentle behaviour - this lady I had an eſteem 


for, but ſince things have turn'd out as they have, my 
pretenſions are without foundation; therefore captain, 
I hope you'll look upon me in the light of an unfortu- 
nate, rather than a bad man. „ ; 

Capt. Feit, my dear couſin, ſince love is the cauſe of 

your mourning, I ſhall forgive you with all my heart, 
LOS | . [Shates hands, 

Cheat. Sir, I ſhall always eſteem your friendſhip as an 
honour, and hope you'll look n me as a poor unfortu- 
nate young teuow, that has not a thilling, nor the 
means of gettizs cnc, p22 the face of the earth, 

Gaft. Oh! upon my ſhaul, then Cos Cheatwell, l 
pity your condition with all my heart, and finceuws295 
areJo bad with you, if you'll take a trip with me to my 
Irith plantation along with my dear creature here, Ill 
give you 500 l. to ſtock a farm upon my own eſtate at 
Ballymaſcuflilane..in.-the county of Monaghan, and the 
barony of Coogafighy.--Fait, and here's Betty a tight 
li:tle girl, and, ſince you could not get the miſtreſs, if 
you'll take up with the maid, my dear here ſhall- give her 
a couple of hundreds to fortune her off, 

-Netty, Captain, I'm very much oblidg'd ta you for get- 
ting me-a huſband ; if Mr Cheatwell has any tender for 


me, I have a thouſand pound left me as a legacy, Which 


is at his ſervice. 

Capt. Oh Chreſt, and ſhaat Patrick! a ſharvant maid 
with a thouſand pound! --- by my ſhoul there is many à 
lady in my country, that goes to plays and balls, aud 
maſquerades, that has not half the money; aud .icorns 
to make her owa ſnoxk. 


chich 


maid 
NF A 

and 
corns 
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eat. 1 ſhould be blind to my own intereſt not to ac- 
cept of ſuch valuable propoſals, and with gratitude take 
ypur hand, promiſing for the future. te lead a life, 
which ſhall be a credit both to myſelf and benefactor. 
Capt. Well then, without compliment, I am glad I 
have made one poor man happy; and ſince we have 
made a double match, hey for Ireland, where we will 
live like Iriſh kings. 
Lucy. This generoſity amazes me, and greatly pre- 
judices me in the- honeſty and goodneſs of the [riſh. 
| Capt, Oagh my dear little charmer, I've another 


, ſong; juſt a propor. 


| 8 . | 
Of all the husbands living, an Iriſhnan's the beſt, 
With my fal, lal, &c. | 
No natien on the globe, like him can: ſtand the teſt. 
With my fall, lal, &c. | 
The Engliſh they are drones, as plainly you may ſze, 
But aue re all briſk and airy, and lively us a bee, 
With my fal, lal, &c. 


n. 


